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of his race lie brought his father's name and titles in dis-
honour to the ground. With the crown of the Stuarts
fell the coronet of Albemarle. For by strange irony, as
William of Orange was on the ere of sailing to dethrone
the dynasty which the first duke had so triumphantly
restored, the last duke was dying in Jamaica a broken
gambler and a sot.

Happily ignorant of what he did, the dying father
resigned himself to the end which was now inevitable.
At four o'clock on New Year's morning, 1670, he insisted
on being removed to his sitting-room. Just ten years
ao*o in the fulness of his strength he had risen from
his uneasy couch at Coldstream to order his vanguard
to cross the Tweed on their eventful march. Now
as then, it was freezing bitterly, and no fire was alight.
Gumble hurried to his side. He saw death in the smile
which greeted him, and hastened to read the service for
the Visitation of the Sick. Later in the day the Sacra-
ment was administered, and the world knew the great
man was in extremity. All Sunday they flocked to take
their leave of him in such numbers that it was impossible
to keep the room clear for a minute. It was the
anniversary of the great clay of his life, the Second of
January, when he himself at the head of his army had
crossed the Eubicon of the English Revolution, and like
Cromwell's, his victories seemed to cluster round his
head even as Death laid his hand upon it.

All night he lingered clinging to life. Erect in his
chair, as the people loved to remember, he defied even
Death to make him bend, and at the last received him
sitting like a king. To the end he maintained that he
would live if only the bitter frost would loose its grip, dragged him to his untimely end.   The last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